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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Went over and had a look at the Rennes Court 
Martial, but it has almost ceased to be amusing—such consequential 
self-confidence of incompetents !—such a whacking of dead horses! 
—such complacent and cheerful confession to genial self-dishonour 
I never yet did see! Came away rather sorry for them—or the 
country which owns them. No news at home and 


NOTHING IN THE PAPERS. 


What a blank are the papers at holiday times ! 
There is nothing at all in their pages— 

‘Is a toothpick conducive to horrible crimes?” 
Is a question that joyfully rages. 

There’s a murder or two and a number of fires, 
Bank robberies, court martial capers, 

A threatening war (and a ranting by quires) 
Oh, there’s nothing at all in the papers. 


Spent the afternoon at the Holborn, writing abusive messages to 
all my creditors on the new Granville Auto-Typewriter. 


Thursday.—Had a rather pleasant day to-day. Went down to 
Epping (meaning the Forest, of course—we always talk that way). 
Took a number of cripples for an outing, and enjoyed their enjoy- 
ment very much. Soon had to get along to the Oval though to 
keep my eye on the Richardson’s benefit match. Had the satis- 
faction of seeing some real good cricket and some topping scores. 
Had a look at several local regattas (one quite as local as another, I 
should say, as each was in the place it belonged to!) Also took the 
Duchess of York down to Tonbridge, where they promised to take 
every care of her. 


Friday.—Took Princess Beatrice over to Freshwater to see the 
Pheenician remains at the Battenberg Memorial. Found them 
very interesting and not at all ghastly, being not at all what you 
think. Took Lord George Hamilton afterwards down to Deal 
Castle, of which they have made him Captain. He spoke a piece. 
Just took a run over to Paris, had a look at the “ Fort Chabrol,”’ 
laughed heartily at all concerned, and came back again to rest in 
the shade—though it was 90 degrees even there. Whew! 


HOT, 

I can hear the roll o’er the echoing shoal 
On the shore of the broad Atlantic 

(Or the German Sea) and it goadeth me 
Till I’m feeling fairly frantic. 

The cool wind blows o’er the tourist’s nose 
As he drinks his half-a-pinty, 

3ut I howl and frown, stuck here in town 


Vith th ver up to 90 
“i . : ’ — 
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Saturday.—Had rather a refreshing time amid the cool shades of 
the beauteous Bagshot. Commemoration Day at the Royal Albert 
Orphan Asylum there; and very heartily, and substantially, we 
commenced and orated, too. Had to get the Duke of Connaught 
along to Dundee, though, and left early. Helped the Duke to 
uncover a Jubilee Statue and open a Jubilee Hospital, and so on, 
and then made the best of my way (had to make the best of it, it’s 
pretty bad, however) over to Atbara and help “hooray” at the 
putting up of the new bridge. Another British triumph and might 
have been even more so if it hadn’t been for the merry British 
workman ! 

“RULE BRITANNIA”’ (AND CO.) 
The Atbara Bridge. 


Hurrah! for the pluck that the Briton can boast 
(And nobody boasts of it better). 

His enterprise spreads over every coast, 
And shatters fair Freedom's last fetter ; 

With climate or floodgates Dame Nature, in vain, 
To his enterprise offers resistance— 

By jingo! He’s beaten Dame Nature again! 
(With the Yankee-man’s friendly assistance !) 


Got back in time to help open the ‘‘ Promenades”” at Queen’s Hall. 


Monday.—Formally opened proccedings with the Institute of 
Journalists at Liverpool, and left them busy talking about things 
while I made a bee-line for Salisbury Plain to have a look at the 
manceuvres. But it rained like a “‘ good ’un,” stopped the whole 
warfare, and sent mein a bee-line home again. Having got into 
more proper equipment I issued forth once more to see how the 
Foresters were enjoying themselves at the Crystal Palace. They 
seemed to be managing pretty well, but things were 
decidedly damp, drenched, and drippy. Had to take several things 
to keep the damp out. Very jolly! 

Tuesday.—Down to Liverpool again, and set the journalists to 
work—and play. After which took a pleasant coast trip to 
Southampton and opened the Congress of the Sanitary Institute. 
Left them prmenn ng Br ose to know a lot, and are, no doubt, a 
useful and important y, and yet I thought them just a little 
bit 

BEHIND THE TIMES. 
They meet, and preach us what, I think, 
The Eastern Master loathéd— 
As “what to eat and what to drink 
And wherewith to be clothéd "— 
And yet, as ev’rything they say 
And ev’ry fact discloses, 
They were forestalled in ev’ry way 
By Patriarchal Moses. 
: THe SpPorrer. 
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POINTED. 


She.“ Yes, you weren't up last year, were you ?”’ 


Down by the Sea. 


Sort.y the swish of the waves on the smooth sandy sea-verge 
Soothes the starved sense that has sorrowed for sound of the sea, 
Screech of the sea-gull surmounting the storm of the sad surge, 
Down by the sea. 
Shimmering sheen of the sky, and soft clouds like stray snow-flakes, 
Silvery sparkle of sunshine on sand dunes and sea, . 
Sorrow is stilled and sweet joy with a glow wakes, 


Down by the sea. 
S red we sleey hor I 4 at 
~ bing f » . d a 
at r b eer t } 4 a ai, 
ea. 
; aa : 
The Mother of Invention. 
4 T Ree We . , - ‘ ; 7 : 
Loox here, Mer. Propre erummed the seaside lodger, angrily, 
“T left a box of cagure opew on mpy tatle last night, and I find there 


are several mis#ing 
‘‘ Yes, sir, it’s the—— 
‘* Now, don't say it’s the cat,” interp 


. ed the lodger, sarcastically, 
‘* because cats don’t smoke. even if the : 


y drink whiskey! ”’ 





Yo, sir, it ain't the cat, but it’s the dog,” declared tbe landlady. 
nse! Do you mean ay that that poodle of yours 
kes, then?’ asked the lodger. 
Well, sir,”’ replied Mrs. Priggem, ‘ he don’t exactly smoke, but 
this way. My late 'usband ‘ad a troupe of performing dogs, and 
this poodle—the only one left of the lot— was taught to old a cigar 
in ‘is mouth, and whenever he sees one he seizes it, and he could 
easily Jump on your table, you know, sir. Wot ’e does with ’em | 











Hie.—“ Awful lot of snobs up the river this season; much better set last year, I’m told.”’ 


Let "Em All Go! 


(WitH THANKS TO THE AUTHOR OF 
“Let 'Eu Att Come! ”) 


THE grinders of organs in the street— 
Let ’em all go! Let ’em all go! 
The vendors of cream that urchins eat— 
Let ’em all go! Let 'em all go! 
The men that come from the Kaiser’s 
land, 
And blow us ill with a big brass band, 
Then think that coppers we ought to 
hand-— 
Let ’em all go! Let ’em all go! 





The women that favour the ‘‘new ”’ set 
Let ’em all go! Let ’em all go !— 

The mashers that suck a cigarette— 
Let ’em all go! Let ’em all go! 

The pesterers that for orders call, 

And won’t believe that you're out at all, 

3ut push their way right into the hall— 

Let ’em allgo! Let ’em all go! 


The tramps that exist on dirt and beer— 
Let ’em all go! Let ’em all go! 
| The milkmen that yell when morn is 
here— 
Let ’em allgo! Let’em all go! 
The ‘‘scorchers” that in country and 
town 
Their level best do to run folks down, 
And cause the cyclist proper to frown— 
Let ’em all go! Let ’em all go! 


The swindlers that companies promote— 
| Let ’emall go! Let ’em all go! 
The fogs that in winter choke the 
throat— 
Let ’em all go! Let ’em all go! 
The cats that scamper upon the tiles, 
And squabble until their squalling riles, 
Then dodge your missles with feline 
smiles— 
Let ’em all go! Let ’em all go! 





Royal Relics. 


WE hear that the immense éclat attending the recent sale of the 
dressing gown and vest of George III., at auction, is likely to bring 
to the hammer many more interesting royal and _ historical 
mementoes. Already, we believe, there are in the curio market a 
hooped petticoat of Queen Charlotte, and the suspenders of the late 
Queen Anne; while offers are privately invited for the pyjamas of 
the Kighth Henry and Oliver Cromwell’s dancing pumps. 

A lady, it is said, is in possession of a feeding bottle alleged to 
have been used by the first Prince of Wales, which, indeed, would 
be an almost priceless relic, only the article is unfortunately in a 
dilapidated condition, while the genuineness of its association with 
royalty is open to doubt. The same objection may possibly be 
taken to the 20z. boxing mittens said to have been worn 
by Prince Henry in his dust-up with Judge Gascoigne, 
but there is little, if any, question about the authenticity 
of the snuff mull and sporran of the Bruce, which 4 
Scottish laird is prepared to put on the market, and for which 4 
keen competition may be expected. Biddings, again, are likely to be 
brisk for the towel and clothes brush declared to have been used by 
William the Norman, when he measured his ducal length upon the 
beach at Pevensey, and grabbed up his first handful of English soil. 
[he first pair of silk stockings sported by Queen Elizabeth will be 
eagerly competed for by the virtuosi in these matters, but, unhappily 
for them, the socks worn by Canute when reproving his courtiers are 





said to have been lost in the wash. 


Mr. Lighthead.—‘I say, Mr. Robinson, I’m surprised at you 


wearing a straw hat in the Citv.’ 
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A SUGGESTION FOR CHIEF COMMISSIONER OF POLICE. 

In view of the circular issued last week to the members of the police force, exhorting them to frequently wash their feet with warm 
water and soap, etc., we would suggest that to enable the men to properly carry out the suggestion, some such facilities as those depicted 
above should be provided. We feel confident that the unmuzzled dogs would look upon the change with satisfaction, and the cabby and 
omnibus driver would be given another opportunity of airing their humour. 


Cabby.— Don’t forget the mustard, Robert. My! what a pretty pair of ankles yer’ve got.” 


“Doesn't Know His Own (Post-Mortem) 
Worth.” 


Apotheosis of ’Arry the Philomath. 


‘The Whitechapel Library Commissioners report a decreased 


demand for works of fiction and an increased call for other kinds of (‘*I wrote to Scotland Yard to inquire if my life had been, with- 
literature. | out my knowledge, insured in a certain company. The police 


replied that what I mentioned was not illegal, so they could not 


YAWND ilv i i ; ; : - 
NING awearily, languid Tyburnia, give the information.” — ‘‘ WEsSTERVALE,” in the Westminster 


Naught but the “latest new novel ’’ will read. 


?. cant Gazette. | 
Whitechapel workpeople willingly journey a Fut many a man—who on his life 
Mile, forth and back, that their minds they may feed An unreluctant premium pays 
spe Sar of lore, of that ag _ That want may not his worshipped wife 
ich souls intellectual, aye, are inclined. O’erwhelm in widowed days— 
Strange (though old Terra admires topsyturviness), Has (half in jest, half gravely) said: 
Strange it would be if the Boors of the East— “ Transpire what may, thank goodness, I’ve 
’Arriets and ’Arrys who've owned their “‘ unworviness ”’ Arranged to be, when I am dead, 
Even to cry for the crumbs of the feast Worth more than when alive!” 
a eae: patrician—at least were ee ; But if prompt premiums on his breath 
suppliant words by the Peers of the West: Shrewd sharks (kith, kin, or aliens) pay 
‘‘Lo, we were wise, but we lived to degenerate! Nor pause, ere huckstering for his death, 
Lo, ye were fools, but sought wisdom withal ! To ask his “ yea” or “ nay” 
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A Warning. 


MASTER Pavt KRUGER (complacently re- 
garding his picture) :— 


Now I think that is not atall bad, 

For a modern Impressionist, eh ? 
Drawing? Well, that is slap-dashy ! 
Colouring? Washy and splashy ! 
Effect? Well, it’s, so to speak, hashy— 

But that’s my Impressionist way ! 

A little bit smaller than nature, 
And rather a caricature; 
But that doesn’t matter, 
Oom Paul needn't flatter, 
His tame as a painter’s secure. 
For he, as an animal painter, 
Grows daily still quainter and quainter, 
And the “likeness” gets fainter and 
fainter, 
What it is you can never be sure. 
For it may be a lion, it may be a bear, 
It looks like a pig, but, of course, you 
can't swear, 
And ‘‘How strange!” is the critical 
stricture : 
lor *‘ dash 


__ 
Wh . { Ps } 4 
vy Den BCL BDOUL DAINLING A 
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i 








£aS 4 
THE ONLY JOKE THAT ROBINSON WAS EVER KNOWN TO MAKE 
(PRESUMABLY THE EFFECT OF THE SEASIDE AIR). 


Old Yachtsman.—“ Were you ever caught in a sudden squall, sir?” 
Robinson.—‘' Many a time; (then, pensively) I’ve helped to bring up eight children.” 











JoHN Butt, R.A. (indignantly) :— 


Master Paul, may I ask what this is? 
Some fabulous animal, eh ? 
Some monster, Sir, antediluvian ; 
Egyptian, or, maybe, Peruvian ; 
Cast up by some earthquake Vesuvian, 
Or found by some miner, oh say ? 
It’s really like nothing in nature, 
The Zoo no example can show— 
It’s not like the tiger, 
That roams by the Niger ; 
It’s unlike any dog that I know! 


Young man as an animal painter, 
I never met anyone quainter, 
And the “likeness” gets fainter and 
fainter, 
As still more eccentric you grow. 
For it might be a bat, or it might be a 


pig, 
Or a bald-headed monkey that’s borrowed 


a wig; 
“Badly drawn” is my critical stric- 
ture— 
F 1e cr 


Master Pavut KRuGER (aggrieved) :— 


My dear Sir, can you ask what it is— 
You surely can see at a glance— 
Can’t you see it's the “‘ Lion of Britain,” 
With anger decisively smitten ; 
When the title below it is written, 
You will own that my powers advance, 
‘“‘ A little bit truer than nature!” 
I’m sure every critic will say— 
‘‘ You never cast eye on 
A more perfect lion, 
Though toothless, and mangy, and 
grey ! 9 
For I as an animal painter 
Than all other artists am quainter 
Though my “likeness” is possibly 
fainter 
Than Landseer’s—it’s like—in it’s 


“ef 
Though this might be an ass, or a goat, 


or a deer, 
Or a bull-dog—TI’ll own that it’s not very 
clear— 


“Badly drawn” is a hard kind of 
stricture ! 
For the shape that I aim at, I get pretty 
near— 
When I set about drawing a picture! 


JOHN BULL, R.A. (scornfully) :— 


Oh, the Lion of Britain, indeed ! 
I’m sure I should never have guessed— 
What on earth have you done with its 
power ? 
If the war cloud above it should lower, 
The brute you have drawn, Sir, would 
cower, 
And slink from the battle distressed. 
No, our Lion is true to it’s nature— 
And, although it is grey, Sir, and old, 
To fear of all danger 
It still is a stranger, 
As surely you must have been told. 
You'd pose_as an animal painter ? 
Be truer—don’t try to grow quainter— 
And don’t let your “likeness” get 
fainter— 
And paint all your lions as bold! 
For that might be a cat, or it might bea 


cur; | 
British Lions—like lions—the critics 
prefer— 
“Waste of time,” is my positive 
stricture— 
Study a from nature—then possibly, 
ir, 


You may give us a leonine picture! 





To Turn a Sixpence 
into a Florin. 
(A SEASIDE JUGGLE.) 


‘‘ I’m stoney-broke,”’ the schoolboy cried, 
“One sixpence left—the rest ,gone 
. clean ’’; 

“ You can ”’—the bathing man replied— 
‘“‘ Quadruple it thro’ my machine. 


‘* My recipe your money saves, 
For this is all you have to do— 

Romp right into those silver waves, 
And there just make a bob or TWO!” 











Knife, Fork, and Spoon. 


THE man who is “ born with a silver 
spoon in his mouth” is expected by his 


poor relations t rk out, the! 
é Whe ve th - leans f "mn him.’ 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


AmonG the novelties presented by the Lilliputian Burlesque Com- 
pany, in A Trip to Midget Town, at the re-decorated Olympic Theatre, 
on Friday evening last, was a ladies’ orchestra of 30 instrumentalists, 
who performed the “ Musical Festival” ballet, under the direction 
of Mr. Franz Ebert, the leading comedian, in the character of Lieut. 
Dan Godfrey. A band consisting of the remaining members of the 
Lilliputian Company, assisted the ladies in discoursing harmony in 
this scene. In addition to sustaining the principal parts in the 
play, the little people introduced several special “turns.” In the 
ballet of beverages they materialise in their diminutive selves, the 
spirits of milk-punch and other insidious compounds; in other 
ballets they appeared as a troupe of Spanish and American dancers, 


and in the ensemble, entitled “ Rulers of the World,” they repre- 
sented the crowned heads. A feature of the ‘‘ Dreamland”’ ballet, 
was a startling transformation of a chorus of spectres—a la Robes- 

ierre—into a bevy of golden houris, in a setting of golden scenery, 
Conetii a shower of golden rain. A Trip to Midget Town is, indeed, 
a startling novelty in every respect. 
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AT THE PRINCESS'’S. 
A Hero’s REecorp. 


Messrs. Landeck and Shirley’s Going the Pace, having taken the 
considerable pace from Whitechape to Oxford Street, is there 
received with 7 Boge per ye Going the Pace is a good 
specimen of its class, and has all usual features of melodrama— 
even to a somewhat inappropriate title and a hero whose record is 
not without doubtfulness—and when we have performers of the 
experience, standing, and popularity of the sonorous Mr. Dodsworth, 
the genial Mr. Gurney, the unctuous Mr. Rignold (who must be 
delighted to get that adjective on to him !), and the ever-charming 
Miss Illington, who can say he hasn’t got money’s worth ?—even 
if he has paid fortwo seats. Buthe hasalso “ thrown in,” as it were, 
Mr. Ernest Leicester, a manly, well-looking hero, who plays with 
moderation and sincerity ; Miss Beatrix May (‘‘ a gentle heroine "’), 
Miss Essex Dane (‘‘ wronged" and wrong headed), and Miss Olga 
Andre, a thrilling ‘equestrienne.” The production, in the skilful 
and experienced hands of Mr. Cohen, needs no comment, and the 
circus scene (in which Mdlle. Rose Montero is “‘all there ’’), gives one 
the delightful and satisfactor 
for “ one money.” 


vy sensation of seeing two entertainments 


a4 


Tu Quodque. 


“There is nothing the average woman more enjoys than to inflict 
ie by gross injustice, as every woman, husband, lover, tradesman, 
servant knows.”—‘“ J. A. E.,” in Westminster Gazette.] 


Ou! wicked man, is it to vex 
You say such cruel things ? 
There is no fairer than our sex— 
Earth’s angels without wings. ' 
We have not all frail ‘‘ Helen’s Heart ”— 
I think you ought to know, sir, 
No woman lives who can deceive 
The bland and tricky grocer, 
And as to husbands—well, are they 
All leaders of a blameless life ? 
On this point pray interrogate 
The much malignéd wife. 
Re lovers—don’t you know they’re blind? 
It’s ‘* six of one and half-a-dozen ”— 
If ‘“‘ she ” be fickle, I daresay 
You’ll find “ he ” is a worse ’un ! 








Break! Break! Break! 
(With Apologies.) 


(APROPOS OF THE RECENT WEATHER.) 


BreEAK! break! break ! 

In waves of tropical heat, 

Oh sun! on the sweltering alley 

And the stones of the stricken street. 
It’s all very well for the clotheless black 
Who “hurls his lance in the sun,” 
But deucedly rough on the tailor rid, 
When the thermo’s at 91. 

It’s oh for the swish of a Punkah ! 
And to sit on a berg of ice, 

While everything cool’s at a premium, 
And fans are a fancy price, 

Break! break! break ! 

The record of high degree, 

But it’s really too hot to utter, 

The thoughts that arise in me! 











Dead Season Quexolatry. 


[In spite of the emptiness of London and the hot weather, The 


Gay Lord Quex is being played nightly to crowded houses at the 
Globe Theatre. } 


Tat London dearly loves her lords, 

Her history many a proof affords; 

But a fact which London’s Press records 
May curious minds perplex. 

When labourers in our busy hives 

Are Nature-wooed to rural drives 

Or walks, these sweltering eves, why thrives 
So well the gay Lord Quex? 


Dull London’s void of bodies all 

Whom we may “ anybodies”’ call, 

Say quidnuncs! Yet, in pit and stall, 

e finery that bedec 

Fair damozelles and brilliant beaux, 

Proud sirs and haughty matrons, shows 

That no mean class of chiels are those 
Whosup with gay Lord Quex! 


Does lord-enamoured London pay 
Her lords more homage, then, when they 
Can on their else-fair fame display 
Some few indecorous specks ? 
Or does Don Juan so seldom add 
One motive good to motives bad, 
That AS A PRODIGY we're glad 
To hail the gay Lord Quex ? 
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High Jinks} and Hygiene; or, Much Ado 
About Nothing. 


A FARCE{IN ONE ACT. 
TIME: 2099. 
Scene: King Edward’s VI.’s Grammar School, Southampton. 


(Curtain rises on a meeting of the “* Men's Section” of the Annual 
Conference of the Sanitary Institute. Viscount Harberton in the 
chair.) 


Lord Harberton.—‘ Gentlemen, I fear my opening statement will 
be the cause, the innocent cause, of much painful embarrassment, 
and of many virginal blushes, but, gentlemen, I have a duty to 
perform, and I will perform it at all hazards. The subject of my 
paper, gentlemen, is, ‘Ought men to wear trousers?’”’ 


“(oris of “ Shame !” “ Never!” and hysterical sobs and laughter, 
several fashionably-dressed gentlemen being carried out in a fainting 
condition.) 

Lord H.—“ Gentlemen, it grieves me to think that I should be the 
cause of this unpleasantness, but I feel that it is right that I should 
speak. It is, as you are no doubt aware, two centuries ago since 
my sainted ancestors adopted bloomers ; we know how the taste for 
that bifurcated garment spread and flourished, until to preserve 
the distinction of the sexes, in the year 1999, the Lord 
Salisbury of the day, adopted the bonnet and the skirt. 
You know how his example was followed by his fellow countrymen, 
so that to-day we have arrived at a state of perfect topsyturvydom. 
Well, gentlemen, I, for one, have had enough of it. I cast this 
bonnet on the ground, and I jump on it——”’ 


(Cries of ‘‘ Shame!’ and general riot.) 


Lord H.—“ Ah, gentlemen, I astonish you! But the pioneer has 
always been scorned, and I can bear your reproaches. It will be 
urged, I have no doubt, that man is a decorative animal. I admit 
it. Iam myself decorative or nothing. But decoration, I submit, 
is a matter of colour. A pink silk top hat, a geranium frock coat, 
a yellow shirt, and sky-blue trousers would, I feel sure, meet with 
universal admiration. I have a suit at home now, whieh, I can 
assure you, is a dream—yes, gentleman, a dream. Anyway, that 
is the kind of suit I intend to wear, regardless of consequences.”’ 


(Amid cries of ‘Hear! Hear!” “ Disgusting!” and shouts of 
laughter, the speaker resumed his seat with the mangled remains of 
his bonnet stuck defiantly on the back of his head, Lord Salisbury 
jumping at once to his feet.) 

Lord Salisbury.— Gentlemen, after the appalling statement 
of the last speaker, words almost fail me. But such heresies must 
be stamped out, and I, representing as I do,as my family always 
has, the conservative instinct of the English people, at once put my 
foot down with a firm hand. Are we, the gentlemen of England, to 
rashly cast aside the millinery for which our father’s pockets bled, 
the lace, the feathers and the furs, the silks, the satins, and the rich 
brocades, which make us what we are? Never!” 


(Loud and prolonged cheers, the audience rising and singing “‘ For 
he’s a jolly good fellow!’ and ‘‘ We won’t go home till morning!”’ ) 


Lord Salisbury.—* Never! The subject is a painful one even 
to allude to. Discussion of it cannot but do harm to the many 
well-dressed young men I see present. Gentlemen, a bifurcated 
male, in this enlightened age would be an anachronism painful to 
contemplate. And all I can say is, if Lord Harberton wishes to 
Pioneer, let him pioneer in his private grounds, far from the 
madding crowd, and refrain from undermining the manners and 
the morals of an artistic and handsomely-garbed community. And 


bie these words of solemn and heartfelt warning I resume my 
Seat. 


(Shouts of “ Bravo!” “ Encore !,” and loud and prolonged cheers, 
during which the Duke of Argyle rises.) 


Duke of Argyle.—“ Gentlemen, after the spirited h of my 
noble friend, there is little left for me to say, and yet I feel that a 
word or two from a Scotchman might carry weight. For, though 
it is but a short century ago since the gentlemen of Great Britain 
adopted their present rational and ornamental dress, from time 
immemorial the men of Scotland have been groping feebly, 
but surely, in the direction of the light. What, may I ask, 
did Dundee know of hats? Nothing! The immortal head 
dress of that celebrated town was, is, and always will be the 


bonnet. Then, gentlemen. look at the kilt. What was that but a 
: mentary skirt, scanty, I will admit, but nevertheless a skirt in 
Yes, gentl men, I’m proud to say that 5S otland, even in 


= 


the darkest ages, grasped the true idea of a rational dress for man. 
Time was, gentlemen, when “ petticoat goverment " was a term of 
reproach, but to-day the sun of truth has risen and the mists of 
prejudice have faded away, and man in his majesty, befrilled and 
befurbelowed, takes his proud place at the head of a decorative, 
and highly-coloured universe.” 


(Loud cheers, during which Viscount Harberton is noticed to be 
escaping by a side door. 
[CurTarn.] 




















The Royal Red Cross. 


From the hand of our Queen 
Comes a well-chosen gift 
To three noble women 
Through the dark clouds’ bright rift. 


They have devoted their lives 
Aiding sick, soothing weak ; 
The whole nation should praise 
Women tender and meek. 


From the field force West Afric 
These three nurses now come, 

By dire dangers surrounded, 
And most deadly were some. 


Air so baneful to life ; 

Burning day, broken night ; 
Helping hour after hour ; 

Lonely watch, till dawn’s light. 


Vigil faithful they kept, 

When their strength was nigh spent ; 
Hearts, courageous and brave, 

Aid to sinking frames lent. 


Cross ee given 
By our well-beloved Queen, 
Brightest honour’s reward 
By the Emprre Ls SéeTL. 


JANE H. OAKLEY. 
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ON YARMOUTH SANDS. 


Brown.—‘‘ That woman looks as if she ruled her husband with a‘rod of iron.”’ 
Jones.—‘* Yes, the man looks as if he manned the smack, and his wife as if she smacked the 
man,”’ 


“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


Outp Kruger is standin’ on the brink of 
a precipice, with one leg danglin’ over it, 
an’ if common sense don’t ’ang on to ’is 
coat-tails an’ jerk ’im back, it’s all up 
with the artful old dodger. It’s bad for 
us that the natives seem to be puttin’ 
down our patience to fear of the Boers, 
wen John Bull coud, so to say, lick ’em 
with one ’and tied behind ’is back, as the 
blacks will see in course of time should 
the worst come to the worst; sertainly, 
at the time of ritin’, things look as grave 
as a funeral mute. 

The rain is a more refreshin’ subject 
than the above, an’, thank ’eaving! it ’as 
come at larst, though it’s bad for the pore 
hoppers; but we can’t ’ave weather to 
suit ev’ry sort of callin’ all ina lump; 
we must take our slice of it wen it 
comes, an’ be thankful. 

They’ve been Bull-fightin’ at Bullong, 
an’ more shame to the authorities to 
allow it; it’s a cow-ardly performance, 
an’ the Englishman who upholds it can 
be no true descendant of John Bull, for 
they sez a good many English was 
present ; but I ’opes not. 

It is to be ‘oped that the threatened 
strike of sailors an’ firemen won’t come 
to pass, for it woud play the very dickens 
with British commerce, an’ that’s wot 
we all depends on. Jack Tar is a Tar- 
Tar wen ’e’s upset, an’ I’m afraid, unless 
"is demands are seen to, that ’e’ll ‘‘ Jack 
it up’’ as far as work is concerned, an’ 
then things will beanything than “ ship- 
shape,” but I trust it will not be 
necessary for ‘im to make a *‘vessel of 
wrath ”’ of ’imself; an’ may the firemen 
**cool down ’’—pore chaps, they wants 
coolin’ pretty often! 

The Great Northern Railway Company 
‘ave lowered the standard height for 
porters, etsetterer. I s’pose they’re 
rather short of men, so are glad to get 
short men; the long an’ the short of it 
is, to my idear, that a short man is often 
as good as a long one, an’ sometimes a 
bit better; ‘length don’t always show 
strength,” as the giraffe with a delicate 
throat remarked. 

There was a big race from Paris to Trou- 
ville between horsemen, pedestrians, 
cyclists, an’ all sorts of moto affairs. 
M. Gerin, on ’is mare Mascotte, won, so, 
after all, horseflesh ain’t yet quite 
‘“gone to the dogs,” or cats neither, 
Science hasn’t beaten nachur altogether, 
though it seems to be ’avin’ a jolly good 
try. 














AN DERSON’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 


For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


TAN GLOSS, or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear: 
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S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 
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